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Miss Elspeth was the plain, clever one. " In my youth",1' she loved to quote, " in my youth I wasna what you would ca' bonnie, but I was pale, pene-tratin', and interestinV
Miss Aitken had been a beauty, and liked to tell us of the balls she had danced at, when, dressed in white muslin with heelless slippers and a wreath in her hair, she had been called " a sylph/' Why she had never married was a puzzle to many. I remember she used to tell us of a wonderful visit to London, and of how she came home sick at heart about leaving all the " ferlies," as she called them. On her first evening at home Miss Elspeth had said, to cheer her, " Come and see the wee pigs." " Me! " said poor Miss Aitken. " What did I care about the wee pigs ! " It was, perhaps, more than the " ferlies " she missed, but I don't know. She was no sylph when I knew her, my dear Miss Aitken, but she had a most comfortable lap, and a cap with cherry ribbons, and the kindest heart in all the world. Once, John, who thirsted always for information, and mindful of a point that had struck him in the chapter at morning prayers, said :
" Miss Aitken, are you any relation to Achan-in-the-Camp ? "
Miss Elspeth, looking quizzically at her sister,